TWO    MAPS
come to their help. The leaders saw to it that everybody
kept fit in spite of the cold and the darkness; regular exer-
cise was compulsory to keep off scurvy. And Schmidt gave
them lectures on science, on history, mathematics, on
modern theories of psychology. Illiterate carpenters from
the backwoods of Karelia, who had joined the Expedition
to build houses on Polar islands, were taught to read and
write and were initiated into elementary arithmetic. In
March the first aeroplane succeeded in landing near the
camp, which was then hundreds of miles away from the
shore, and always in danger of melting into the sea with
the warmer winds. The aeroplanes brought the means of
rescue.
To save space, men were packed into the petrol tanks of
Lyapidevski's machine so that as many as possible could
be carried away in each flight. Nobody knew when, or
even whether, the machines would return, and so it was
agreed that rescue should be by rota, with the women,
children, sick and weak to be taken first. On April 13 the
last batch was brought to safety. Russia made holiday.
Remembering these events, I expected to hear Schmidt
tell romantic accounts of Polar exploration, of the thrilling
struggle in the Far North, of the discoveries and achieve-
ments of scientists in Nature's last unconquered reserve.
Instead, he spoke of the Arctic, as Rhodes would have
spoken of South Africa or as an eighteenth-century pioneer
of America, as a land of promise. He held out to us a pros-
pect of wealth and beauty beyond dream—a prospect that,
he said, was to be a reality, waiting to yield at last its
virgin pride to man, now that he has armed himself with
the latest technical inventions. He unfolded his own. map
of Arctic Asia, so widely different from the one I had bought.
He kept us all In eager suspense. We wriggled between the
vision of Siberia as the America of to-morrow and our gnaw-
ing Incredulity at the fairy-tales of a Red Columbus.
Here are some of the things he said:
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